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IbeHiftory of 

No, yet time femes , wherein you may redeems 
Your baniflit honors, and reftore your fclues , 

Into che good thoughts of the world agatne • 

Rcuengc the jeering and dddain’d contempt 
Ofthis proud King, who ftudies day and night. 

To anfwer all the debt hee owes to you* 

Eiien with the bloody paitnentof your deaths: 
Therefore I fay. 

fVor. Peace Coufin, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpe a ferret Bookc, 

And to yourquicke concerning dilcontents 
lie read your matterdeepe and dangerous , 

As full of perill and aduenterous fpirit. 

As toor’ewalke a Currant roring lowd 
On the vnfteadfull footing of a fpeare. . 

Hot. Ifhecfillin, good night, or fink* or fwim* 
Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft , 

So honor crofle it from the North to South , 

And let them grapple : the blood more ftirres 
To ro vvze a Lion , then to dart a Hare. . v 

AW>. Imagination offome great exploit , 

Driucs him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By Heauen, mee thinksit werean eafie feape. 
To plucke bright honor from the pale-fac’d Moone, 
Of diueincothebottomeof thedeepe * 

Where fadome-line could rcuer touch the grounds 
And plucke vp drowned honor by the lockes. 

So he that doth redeeme her thence , might weare 
Without corriuall , all her dignities : 

But out vpon this balfe-fac’t fellowfiaip. 

VVov. Hee apprehends a world of figures here ; 
But not the forme of what hee (hould attend; 

Good Coufin giuc mee audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

WMr.Thofefame noble Scow that are your prifoners. 

Hof. He keepe them all. 

By God hee /hall not haue aScof of them. 

No , if a Scot would faue his loulc , hee Ihall not, 
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lie keepe them by this band. 

Wor. Youftart away. 

And lend no earc vnto my purposes .* 

Thole prifoners you /hall keepe. 

Hof. Nay, I will j that’s flat : 

He/ayd he would not ranfome Mortimer , 

Forbad my tongue to ipcake of Mortimer t- 
But I will findc him when hee lies afleepe. 

And in his eare lie haliow Mortimer ; 

Nay,ile haueaStarling /hall bee taught aofpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer, and giuc it him. 

To k eepe bis anger dill in morion. 

War. Heart you, Coufin, a word. 

Hot. AH iludies hecre I folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gaH and pinch this BMlhngbo$ke % 

And that fame Swordand Buckler Princeof Wales. 

But that I thinke his father loues him not. 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchancc : 

1 would haue him poyfoned with a pot of Ale. 

Farewell Kinfmao.ile talke to you. 

When you are better tempered toattend. 

Nor.why whata Wafp. tongue and impatient I 
Art thou, to breake intothis womans-mood, 

w?, th ^T C i° n ° to T n S ue thine owne? 

Of this vile Polititian BulUngbroohe. v 
In Rewards time, what doe you call the place • 

A plague vpon it, it is in qiofterjhiret P > 

Mr. At frr%/“atlll am ' bck ' ,r0m 

Why wharacandydealcofeouitefie * Y ° U &**** 
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